ST .    SWITHIN

This insulting reflection cheered me up as I entered
the town, and made for the "George," or"Pilgrimes" Inn,
one of the few genuine mediaeval hostelries, built as such,
which survive in England. What a noble facade it is,
with its bright heraldic shields, its mass-strong verticals
and bold archways! That inn, and a few other things,
suffice to dominate in Glastonbury the later pleasant
things and the modern unpleasant excrescences. I went
up the yard and had a tankard. But there seemed to be
rather a lot of motor-cars and gin-and-Frenches about;
so remembering that on the threshold of that place I
had made my peace (after a gross misunderstanding)
with that genuine, but (or and) suspicious Radical H. W.
Massingham very shortly before I saw him buried in
the Brompton Cemetery, that awful memorial to laissez-
faire, I went elsewhere to find supper and a bed.

I had my supper. When I came out, dusk had fallen
and it was steadily raining. I scuttled down the street
and went into a humble bar. Three or four old men
were sitting there. "Raining again,, master?" "Yes/5
I admitted. A second butted in very slowly: "Not until
them forty days are up," said he. The rest of us could
not remember whether St. Swithin's Day had been wet
or fine, so could hardly refute him. But the third pro-
duced a red herring: "It'll be full moon o* Sunday/*
he said, "and that do often make a change." But the
first was not to be robbed of his gloom. "Then *er
wastes," he said, "and I remember the old folks tellin'
me that when 'er's wastin5 *er spills it out."

I raised my glass to them and mused. There were
they using such a phrase as "a wasting moon," suggestive
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